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brutality. "Come on," he repeated. "For God's sake
Julie!"
"We're to play?" Lewis heard her ask.
"What else?"
She looked into Ramsdell's face, her eyes shining. "Just
like that?"
"Just like that."
"Very well," she said.
Lewis stood with Ballater behind one of the scarlet
benches, watching Julie and Ramsdell play their match.
The Baroness was on the bench; through the mesh of her
straw hat he could see her pearls and her fingers playing
with them, shadowy fingers like the fingers of one's own
hand seen through water. This hot weather always made
her think of ice, she said. The skating at Enkendaal. . . .
"You must manage to come up for the skating this year,"
she protested. There was nothing that could charm him
more, the thin man at her side answered, "but in the
winter I shall be in Hamburg, I expect. This news makes
it certain."
"You mean peace."
"Well, but surely. They can't keep it up now. But how
your daughter is playing! Look at that! You missed it?"
Ballater's toe was making patterns in the gravel.
"I don't believe that bulletin's complete," he said.
"Yes, I'm afraid I did miss it," the Baroness was saying.
"When one has been watching tennis all day. ... To and
fro. To and fro. Tiring to watch, but tell me now	"
Ballater turned his back on the game. "I can't stay here.
Why not go out and get more news? I believe the thing's a
fake, Alison. Some kind of fake. If Jellicoe had been de-
feated, the Admiralty wouldn't advertise the losses in that
way."
"Ah—a-ha—d'you see?" cried the thin man. "De Greve
didn't know much about that. This is a game to watch!"
He leaned forward. Ballater swung round to the court
again. But the game was interrupted. De Greve was

